RACE          WON          BY          DEFAULT

" Fd be wasting my time watching you/' replied
Eddie emphatically, still adroitly manipulating the
twist-grip. " Exhibition . . . That's just what it
would be ! You're suffering from that bronze medal
you picked up at that phoney cross-country trial.
And I'll tell you something else. A fellow doesn't
become a dirt-track rider by riding up and down the
Old Kent Road with a New Cross Speedway flag on
his handlebars, and a bird on the pillion."

"That wasn't a bird. That was my wife," Dave
retorted.

*' All I can say is you've got lots of wives. I've
seen you," laughed Eddie,

" From the top of a 'bus, I bet," said Dave.
" That's the riding you're best at ... Bye-bye.
For the duration ..."

He pushed his machine over the tufted dunes, and
on reaching the level sands, straddled it and opened
out the engine. He wasn't satisfied till he was career-
ing along the beach at nearly fifty miles an hour.
With the throb of the engine and the crackle of the
exhaust making sweet music in his ears, Dave felt
life had become worth living again.

" Whoopee ! ..." he yelled at the top of his voice
as, at the end of half a mile, he turned sharply with
a broadside skid in professional dirt-track style that
sent the sand up in a shower. By the time he had
executed a couple of turns he had gathered quite a
respectable crowd of spectators from the bored occu-
pants of the beach, who were only too ready to
welcome any diversion that promised relief from the
monotony of existence in sand holes with nothing
to do but sleep. When Dave alighted he was sur-
rounded by a gratified little audience that included
some of the gunners and a bombardier from his own
regiment. He drew much self-satisfaction from the
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